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at my neighbour. He was reading the same news-
paper; and now, having seen me full-face, felt
satisfied that he recognised me.
" C'est bien vous, Madame," he said.
I admitted it, in a rather flustered way, as I had
not been prepared for so much advertisement.
My neighbour in the bus then told me that he had
seen me in the play and that he had greatly enjoyed
the acting and the story. He wished me success
and that I should have many more chances of being
seen on the Paris stage.
Subsequently I discovered the whole of my life-
story had made its way into all the French news-
papers.
The next evening on arriving at the theatre, I
noticed that about twenty people were crowded
round the stage door, and the concierge was
trying to send them away by saying : " Je vous dit
qu'elle est deja en train de se maquiller et elle ne peut
voir personnel (I tell you she is already making up
and can see nobody.) I naturally thought they were
waiting to see Madeleine Soria. I pushed my way
through and went up to my dressing-room. Shortly
after, the concierge came upstairs and told me that
all those people were workers of the Italian colony in
Paris who, having read all about me in the papers,
had come to the theatre to see their fellow-country-
woman, and wanted to speak to her! He added
that he thought one or two of them wanted not only
the privilege of speaking to me, but also the honour
of being helped! As they were bent on returning
at the end of the performance, he advised me to go
out by the front of the house.
I remained at the Odeon until the end of April,